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P | R O L O G U E. But, for my ſoul, T can't, from ſuch high ſeening, 
| Deſcend, plumb down at on- doub Comeaninge 
WI. N ſcme raw paddler from the waded fbore, | Judges | protect me—and pronounce it ft, 

Firft dares the deep ning fiream, and ventures) That ſolemn 12 ſbou d end with ſor iaui voir. 
er, 2 When the full heart o'er flows 101th pleaſing pain, 
| Light on bis floating tork the wave be fhims, Why ſhould wve wiſh tomake tb impreſſion vein ? 
| And, warten in bis ſafety, thinks be ſwims: Why, wvben eo thinking bours have fix'd the play, 
{ So ſhall Aizira's fame our faults protect, 


Chou d two light minutes laugh it's uſe away ? 
And from your cenſure ſcreen each fear d defecł. 'Twoere to proclaim our wirtues but a jefty 
| For ſhould we act, ur. d, the players parti, Should they vob ridicule em, picaſe us beſt. 
WW: a ſuch ſcenes—as force us to your byarts. | | Nomeratber, at your aftor's bands require 
What floods of tears a neighb"ring land ſaw flow, Off "rings more apt, and a ſublimer Fre / 
When a wvbole people wept Alxira s woe |! bought: that may river, not efface, the ſcene; 
The lovelieft eyes of France, in one pleas'd night) Aids to the mind, not flatt"ries for the ſpleen. 
Twice charm'd, ronew'd, ood leng then d out delight. | When let, bate, pity—doubr, hope, grief, and rage, 
Txvice bn d, review'd the ſad, the melring l ain, With claſhitg influence, fire the glowing Hage; 
Tet bung, inſatiate, on the willing pain ! I ben the touch d heart, — into woe, 
Tbrice thirty days, all Paris figh d for ſenſe! From others fate, does it's oz0n donger know z 
Tumblers flood flilland thoug bt—in wit ñ defence; | When ſoft'ning tenderneſs undo ks bo mind, 
E'ex power deſpotic felt, bow wrongs can move, | Ani the ftretch'd boſom takes in all mankind : 
And nobly wept for liberty and love. Sure, tis no time for the bold band of wit 
Cas it be fear'd then, that our gen'rous land, To ſnatch back virtues from the plunder'd pit. 
| Where juftice blooms, and reaſon bolds command ; | 
| 7 ſoil of ſcience ! where bold truth is taught, 


DE ———— — _ 


Still be it ours, to give you ſcenes thus firon 
And yours to cheriſh, and — 'em long ! ” 


|. This ſeat of freelſom, andthis throne of thougbtg”, | Then ſhall the ge it's gene» al uſe endear, 
| Can '- „ nl form ag ond ton F, * | Hind every virtye gather firmneſs bre. 
; Yet the preije 0 Feld jenſe to France: Pow'r be to pardon—wwealth to pity mov'd ; 


And truth be taught the art, to grow belov'd; 

Women to charms with faft and ſure efßect; p 
And men to love em voir & ſoft reſpect. 

Till all alike, ſome diff rent motive _ i 
And tragedy, unfarc'd, invites full bouet, 


Nothat's impeſſible="tis Br itain's claim, 
To boid no ſecona place intafte or fame. 5 
In arts and arms alike viftorious known, 
Whate'er deſerves ber choice ſhe makes ber own, 
| Mer let the conſcious power of ER wit 
| Leſs eel the force, becauſe a Frenchman writ. 
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| Fraternal art adopts each alien fame; 
| The wiſe and 2 are — 2 ſame. 


| 75 TOTARLOS, 3 of Peru, for the Spaniards. 
rem boftile ſentiments let diſcord flow; 


Don ALYAREZ, Father of Don Carlos, and for- 


wt t think like friends, M baue nd f met Governor. = 
* . * IA, Jndian Sovereign of one Part of the 
| PAC. I. Country, * 


> {Exmont, Indian Sovereign of another Part. 
. Spoken by ALZIRA. | ALzina, Daughter of Ezmont. 
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Don Alvarez and Don Carlos, 


4% A T length the council, partial to my prayer, 
Has to a ſon I love transferr'd my power. 

Carlos, rule happy; be a viceroy long; 

Long for thy prince, and for thy God, maintain 

This younger, richer, lovelier, half the globe; 

Too fruitful, beretofore, in wrongs and blood; 

Crimes the lamented growths of powerful gold! 

Safe to thy abler hand devolve, reſign'd, 

Thoſe ſovereign honours which oppreſs'd my years, 

And dimm'd the feeble lamp of waſted age. 

Yet had it long, and not unuſe ful, flam'd. 

I firſt o'er wond'ring Mexico in arms 

arch'd the new horrors of a world unknown! 

I fteer'd the floating towers of fearleſs Spain 

hrough the plow'd boſom of an untried ſea: 

doo happy, had my laboours been fo bleſs'd, 

o change my brave aſſociate's rugged ſouls, 

And ſoften ſtubborn heroes into men, 

heir cruelties, my ſon, eclips'd their glory: 

nd I have wept a conqu'ror's ſplendid ame, 

hom heaven not better made, and yet made great, 

earied at length, 1 reach my life's laſt verge; 

here I ſhall peaceful veil my eyes in reſt; 

f ere they cloſe, they but behold my Carlos 

Ruling Potofi's realm by chriftian laws, 

ind making gold more rich by gifts from Heav'n. 
D. Car. Taught and ſupported by your great ex- 


hich by your counſels I may learn W govern; 
iving thoſe laws 1 firſt receive fron,you. 

Alv. Not ſo.— Divided power is power diſarm'd. 
Dutworn by labour, and decay'd by time, 

omp is no more my wiſh, bout for me 

hat in council age may temper raſhneſs, 
ruſt me, mankind but il! rewards the pains 

t over - prompt ambicion.—'Tiz now time 

o give my long negleQed God thoſe hours 

hich cloſe the languid period of my days. 

ne only gif I aſk, refuſe not that; 

t friend aſk it, and as father claim. 

ardon thoſe poor Americans, condemn' | 

or wand ring hither, and this morning ſet#'d, 

0 my diſpoſal give em kindly up, | 

hat liberty, unhop'd, may charm the more: 

day like this ſhould merit ſmiles from all; 

nd mercy, ſoft'ning juſtice, mark it bleſy'd. 

D. Car, Sir, ali that fathers aſk, they muſt com- 
et condeſcend to recollect how far [ mand. 
his pity, undeſery'd, might hazard all. 

infant towns, like ours, methinks 'twere ſafe 
ot to familiarize theſe ſavage ſpies. 

we accuſtom foes to look too near, 
e teach 'em, at our coſt, to flight thoſe ſwords 


ey once flew trembling from, whene'er they ſaw. 
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learnt beneath your eye to conquer realms, [ ample, | 
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Frowning revenge, and awe of diſtant dread, 

Not ſmiling friendſhip, tames theſe ſullen ſouls» 

The ſow'r American, unbroke, and wild, 

Spurns with indignant rage, and bites bis chaint 

Humble when puniſh'd; if regarded, flerce. 

Power fickens by forbearance: rigid men, 

Who feel not pity's pangs, are beit obey d. 

Spaniards, tis true, are rul'd by honour's laws 

Submit unmurm'ring, and unforc'd go right: 

But other nations are impell'd by fear, 

And muſt be rein d, and ſpurr'd, with hard controul, 

The gods themſelves, in this ferocious clime, 

Till they look grim with blood, excite no dread. 
Alv. Away, my ſon, with theſe deteſted ſchemes! 

Periſh ſuch politic reproach of rule! 

Are we made captains in our Maker's cauſe, 

O'er theſe new chriſtians call'd to ſtretch his names 

His peaceful name! and hail we, unprovok d, 


{ Bear murders, which our holy cheats preſume 


To miſpronounce his injur'd altar's due! 

Shall we diſpeople realms, and Kill to ſave?! 

Such if the fruits of Spain's religious care, 

I, from the diſtant bounds of our old world, 

Have to this new one ſtretch'd a Saviour's name, 
Lo make it hateful to one half the globe, ö 
Becauſe no mercy grac'd the other's zeal. | 
No, my miſguided Carlos, the broad eye 

Of one Creator takes in all mankind; _ 

His laws expand the heart; and we, who thus 
Wou'd by deſtruction propagate relief, 6 
And mix with blood and gold religion's growth, 
Stamp in theſe Indians honeſt breaſts a ſcora 

OF all we teach, from what they ſee we do. 

D. Car. Yet the learn'd props of our unerring 
Whom eil for ſaving ſouls deprives of reſt, [churchy 
[Vaught my late youth, committed to their care, | 
That ignotance, averſe, muſt be compell'd, [fire 

Av. Our prieſts are all for vengeanee, force, and 
And only in his thunder act their God. og 
Hence we ſeem thieves; and _—_ we ſeem we are, 
Spain has robb'd every growth of this new world, 
Even to it's ſavage 175 !.-Vain, unjuſt, 
Proud, cruel, covetous, we, we alone, 

Are the barbarians here! —An Incian heart 

Equals, in courage, the moſt prompt of ours, 

But in fimplicity of artlefs truth, * 

Andievery honeft native warmth, excels us. 

Had they, like us, been bloody; had they not 

By pity's power been mov d, and virtue's love, 

No ſon of mine had heard x father, now, 

Reprove his erring raſhneſs.— Tou forget, 

That when a pris ner in theſe people's bands, 

Gall'd and pravok's by criielty ahd wrihgs; 

While my brave followers fell on every fide, 

Till 1 alone furviv'd; ſome Indians knew me, 

Knew me, and ſuddenly pronounc'd \ Rewer” 
—— 


o 


is. * threw their weapons te 
4 | 


* And T young wake chief, whom yet I know not, 
Graceful approzch'd, and, kneeling, preſs d my knees. 


4 1 


Alvarez, ie it you! he cry d- Live long! 
Ourt be you. virtue, but not ours your blood! 


> ano inſtruct oppreſſors to be lov dq 
d be thoſe tears, my fon —!I think you weep- 


oy to your ſoft'ning ſoul! Humanity 
power, in nature'gright, beyond a frther, 
But from what motive ſprung this late decline 

From clemency of heart to new-born rigour ? 

Had you been always cruel, with what vrow 

Cou'd you have hop'd to charm the lov'd Alziraz 

Heireſs to realms diſpeopled by your ſword |. 

And though your captive, yet your conqu'ror too. 

Truſt me — with women worth the being won, 

The ſofteſt lover ever beſt ſucceeds. 
D. Car. Sir, Iobey: your ple«ſure breaks their 

Yer tis their duty to embrace our faith: [ chains; 

So runs the king's command.— To merit life, 

Quit they their idol worthip, and be free. 

So thrives religion, and compels the blind; 

$0 draws our boly altar ſouls by force, 

Till oppoſition dies, and ſleeps in peace; 

So links a govern'd world in faith's ſtrong chain; 

And but one monarch ſerves, and but one God, 
Ae. Hear me, my ſon.— That crown d in this new 

Religion may ere her holy throne, [ world, 

Is what, with ardent zeal, my foul defires ; 

Let Heaven and Spain fiud here no future foe! 

Yet ne er did perſecution's offspring thrive: 

For the forc'd heart, ſubmitting, ſtill reſiſts. 

Reaſon gains all men, by compelling none. 

Mercy was always Heaven's diſtinguiſh'd mark; 

And he who bears it not, has no friend there, 

D. Car. Your reaſons, like your arms, are ſure to 

1 aminftrufted and ennobled by them! [conquer. 

Indulgent virtue dweils in all you fay, 

And ſoftens, while you ſpeak, the tifning ſoul ! 
Since Heaven has bleſs'd you with this powerful gift, 
To breathe perſuaſion, and uncharm reſolves, 
Pronounct me favour'd, and you make me ſo. 
Warm my Alaiza's coldneſs; dry her tears; 

And teach her to be mine.—!I love that maid, 
Spite of my pride ! bluſh at it—but Kill love her! 
Yet will Ine'er, to ſooth unyielding ſcora, 
Unman the ſoldier in the lover's cauſe. 

1 cannot ſtoop to fan a hopeleſs flame, 

And de in vain her ſlave. You, Sir, might aid me : 
Yau can do all things with Alzira's father. 

Bid him command his daughter to be kind: 
Bid him—But whither would my love miſlead me 
Forgive the blind preſumption of « hope, 
Thatto my int'reſt ſtoops my father's rank; 

And ſends him beggar to an Indian's dor! 


e, "Tis done already. I have urg d it to him. 


Ez Mont has mov'd his daughter in your cauſe, 
Wait the prep-r'd event. Heaven has been kind; 
Since theſe ilvftrious captives both are chriſtians ; 
Eamont my gonvert, and his daughter his. 
Alziza goverps 2 whole people's minds; 
Each watchful Indian reads her ſtudied eye, 
And to ber fileng heart conforms bis own. 
Your marriage ſhal! unite two diſtant worlds; 
For when the ſtern repiner at our law 
Sees if your arms the daughter of his king, 
With humbler ſpirit, and with heart leſs fierce, 
His willing neck ſhall court the yoke he ſcorn'd.— 
But look, where Exmont comes —Retire, my (on ; 
And leave me tg compleatthe taſk begun. [ Exit Car. 
? F ujer Exmont. 
— Welcome, my friend ; your council, or command, 
Has left, I bope, Alfira well teſolv'd. | 
44. Great father of the frieadleſs ! Pardon yet, 


mY 
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[If one, whoſe ſword ſeem · i fatal to her race, 


1Keeps her heart cold, with ſome remains of horror! 
4 We move with ling'riag ſleps to thoſe we ſear, 


But prejudice will fly befure your voice, 

Whoſe winning manners conſecrate your laws. 

To you who gave us heaven, our earth is due. 

Yours our new being, our enlighten'd ſouls; 

Spain may hold realms by purchaſe of her ſword; 

And worlds may yield to power—but we to virtue. 

Your bloody nation's unſucceeding pride 

Had made their God diſeuſtful as their crimes! 

We ſaw him hateful in their murd'rous zeal; 

But lov'd him in your wercy.—From your heart 

Hes influence ſtream'd accepted; and my crown, 

My daughter, and my ſoul, becaine your flavess 

Father aiike of Carlos and of me, 

| give him my Alz ira for your ſake; 

And with her all Potoſi and Peru. 

Summon the reverend choir; prepare the rites 

And truſt my promiſe for my daughter's will. 
Alv. Bleſs'd be the long-with'd found !—Thix 

| great work paſt, 

1 ſhall go down in peace, and hail my grave. 

Oh, thou Great Leader} whoſe almighty hand 

Drew the dark veil aſide that hid new worlds; 

Smile on this union, which, confirmed by thee, 

Shall in one empire graſp the circied globe, 

And taſk the ſun's whole round to meaſure Spain! 

Ez mont, farewell go to greet ny ſon, 

With welcome news, how much he owes my 122 

Exit, 
Ex. [ Alone. ] Thou, nameleſs Power, unequ-l!'s 
and alone! 

Whoſe dreadful vengeance overwhelm'd, at once, 

My country, and her gods, too weak to ſave! 

Protect my failing years from new diſtreſs. 


. | Robb'd of my all; but this one daughter left me; 


Uh, guard her heart, and guide her to be bleſs d 
Emer Alzira. 

Daughter, be happy, while good-fortune courts thee; 
And in thy blefling chear thy country's hope. 
Protect the vanquiſh'd; rule the vitor's will; 
| Seize the bent thunder in his lifted hand; 

And trom deſpair's low ſeat, re mount a throne, 
Lend the lov'd public thy reluctant heart; 

And in the joy of millions find thy own, 
Nay, do not weep, Alzira! tears will now 
Seem inſults, and reproach thy father's care. 

Al. Sir, my whole ſoul, devoted, feels your power: 
Yet, if Alzica's peace was ever dear, 

Shut not your ear to my deſpairing grief; 
But, in my nuptials, read my certain doom. 

Ez. Urge it no more: it is an ill-tim'd ſorrow. 
Away! I had thy kind conſent before. 

Al. No—you compell'd the frightful ſacrifice: 
And, ah, remorſeleſs Heaven !-—at what a time! 
When the rais'd ſword of this all-murd'ring lover 
Hangs o'er my people's heads with tareat'ning (way, 
To ftrike the trembling remnant from my fight, 
And mark my nuptial day a day of death! 
Omens on omens have pronounc'd it curs'd. 

Ex. Quittheſe vain fears, theſe ſuperſtitious dream 
Of unconfiding ignorance! What day? 

What omens ?— We ourſelves, who chuſe eur as, 
Make our own days, or happy, or accurs'd. 

Al. "Twas on this day, the pride of all our ſtate, 

Zamor the great, the warlike Zamor fell; 
Zamor, my lover, and your purpos d fon, 
| Ex. Zamor was brave; and I have mourn'd h': 
But the cold grave Cifſolves e en lovers“ vows, [fal 
Bear to the altar, then, a heart reſolv'd : ; 
And let thy ſummon'd virtue check thy weakact 
Was not thy ſoul earoll'd « chriſtian lately? 
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. 
The aweful Power that lent thoſe chriſtians name, 
Speaks in my voice z commands thee to be won. 

ar him; and learn obedience to his will. 

Al. Alas, my father! ſpare this dreadful zeal. 
Has not the parent ſpoke? Why ſpeaks the God? 
1 know, aud I conteſs, « father's power; 

At bis command to ſacrifice the life 

He gave me, is a duty nature taught, 

But my obedience paſſes nature's bounds z 

Whate'er 1 (ce, is with my father's eyes; 

Whate'er L love, is for my tather's ſake; - 

I chang'd my very gods, aud tuo my father's} 
Yet has this father, piouſly ſevere, 

Wrong d my believing weakneſs, and undone me. 
He told me to compole my troubled heart, 

Peace held ber dwelling at the altar's foot. 

He told me, that religiva cur'd deſpair, 

Aud ſoften'd every pang that pierc d the foul : 
But, ah, *twas all deceit! all gear deluſion! 

Mix'd with the image of an awful God, 

A human image ſUuggles in my heart, 

And checks my willing virtue ia it's riſing. 
Zamor, though dead to nature, lives to love. 
Zamor (ill triumphs in Alzira's breaſt, 

Lord of her foul, and holds back all her wiſhes. 
You frown.— Alas, you blame a guilt you caus'd. 
Quench tuen this flame, too hard for death and time; 
And force me to be his whum moſt I hate, 

If my lov'd country bids, I muſt obey; 

Yet, while by force you join unſocial hands, 
Tremble whene'er you drag me to the altar, 
Tremble to hear my tongue deceive my Cod: 

To hear me to this hated tyrant vow 

A heart, that beats, unchang'd, another's due. 

Ez. Alas, my child, what unweiga'd words are 

Pity my age, unfit for length'ning woes: [theſe! 
Nature aſks reſt: pity cheſe falling tears. 

By ali our fates, that all depend on thee, 

Let me conjure thee to be bleſy'a thyſelf, 

Nor cloſe in miſery my lite's lait ſcene, 

Why do I live, but to redeem thy hopes ? 

For thy own ſake, not mine, aliift my care. 

Blaſt not the ripening proſpe ct of thy peace, 

Hard, and with labour'd patience, ſlowly grown, 
Now, on thy inſtant choice, depends thy fate ! 

Nor only thine, but a whole people's fate! 

Wilt thou betray them? Have they other help? 
Have they a hope, but thee l — Think, think, Alzira; 
And nobly loſe thyſelf to ſave a ftate. LZ. 

Al. Cruel accompliſhment! ſublime defect! 

So feign we virtues to become a throne, 

Till public duty drowns our private youth. 

4 Enter Don Carlos. 

D. Car. Princeſs, you give a lover cauſe to doubt, 
That this long labour of your ſlow con ſent 
Springs from a heart too cold to feel his flame. 
While, for your ſake, ſuſpended law forbears 
To puniſh rebels, whom you wiſh to ſave, 
Ungrateful, you compel a nation's freedom, 

Ang bind, in recompence, my chains more cloſe! 
Yet miſconceive me not.— would not owe 

A ſoftened ſentiment to having ſerv'd you; 

That were to bribe a heart my pride wou'd win, 

I hov'd with mingled joy and bluthes gain you, 
If, as my perquiſite of power you fell. 

Let me attract, not force you .— l would owe you, 
All to yourſelf; nor could 1 taſte a joy, 

That, in your giving it, might coſt you pain. 

A. Join, Sir, my fruitleſs prayers to angry Heav'n ! 
This dreadful day comes charg'd with pains for both. 
No wonder you detect my troubled ſoul; 

It burſts unveil'd from my difcloſing eyes, 
And glows on every feature honeſt ar. 


1 
Such is the plainneſs of an Indian heart, 
That it diſdains to ſculk behind the tongue; 
But throws out all it's wrongs, and all it's tage. 
$he who can hide her purpoſe, can be:ray; 


And that's a chriſtian virtue I've not learnt. 


D. Car. I love your franknets, but reproach It's 
Zamor, remember'd Zamor, ſpeaks in this, cauſes 
With hatred ſtretch'd beyond th' extent of life, 
He croſſe from the tomb, his congq'ror's will; 


| Ant felt through death revenge's rival love. . 


Ceaſe to complain, and you may learn to bear. 

My fame, your duty, b»th require a change ; 

And I muſt with it were trom tears to joy. 

Al. A rival's grave ſhould bury jealouſy. 

But whence your right to cenſure ſorrow for him? 

I lov'd him; I proctaim it. Had | not, 

| had been blind to ſenſe, and loſt to reaſon. 

Zamor was all the prop ot our fallen world; 

And, but helov'd me much, confeis'd no weakneſs ! 

Had 1 not mourn'd a fate he not deſetv'd, 

| had deſerv'd the late he felt unjuſtly, 

For you——be proud no more; but dare be honeſt, 

Far from preſuming to reproach my tears, 

Honour my conſtancy, and praiſe my virtue: 

Ceaſe to regret the dues | pay the dead; 

And merit, if you can, a heart thus faithful. [Fxit. 
D. Car. [ Aline. ] Spice of my fruitleſs paſſion, I 

| Her pride, thus ſtarting it's ſincere diſdain, [confeſs, 

Aſtoniſhes my thought, and charms my anger. 

— What then ſhall 1 refulve ?—Mut it coſt more 

To tame one female heart than all Peru! 

Nature, adapting her to {uit her climate, 

Left her all ſavage, yet all ſhining too! 

But 'tis my duty to be maſter hee ; 

| Where, ſhe alone exceptec, al! obey. 

Since then too faintly 1 her heart incline, 

I'll force her ſtubborn hand, and tix ber mine. 
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Zamor, and Four Indian Captains, in Chains. 


Za. RIENDS, who have dar'd beyond the 
ſtrength of moctals; 

Whole courage ſcorn'd reſtraint, and grew in danger; 

Aſſociates in my hopes and mv misfortunes! 

Since we have loft our vengeance, let death find us! 

Why ſhould we longer be condemn'd to life, 

Detenceiefs to our country and Alzira? 

Yet why ſhould Spanith Carlos ſcape our ſwords ? 

Why thrive beneath a weight of uncheck'sd crimes ? 

And why has Heaven fo; ſaken us and virtue? 

Ve ſtrengthleſs powers! whote altars ſmok'd in vain? 

Gods of a faithful, yer a cheated people! 

Why have you thus«betray'd us to the foe ? 

Why tad fix hundred Spanich vagrants power 

To cruſh my throne, your temples, rites, aud you ? 

Where ate your altars? where my glories now ? 

Where is Alzira? more herſelf a god, 

Thau your collected queens of fancied heaven! 

Helpleſs once more thou ſeeſt me—loft Peru 

O'er ſhifting ſands, through ceſarts, croſs'd in vain, 

From foreſt wilds, impervious to the ſun 

From the world's waftes, beneath the burning tone, 

{ brought thee unhop d aid! the wond'ring ſtars 

Beheld me gath'ring from remoteft wilds, 


New ſtrength, new proſpects, and new means to die! 

| Your arms, your furtherance, your vaſt ſupport, 

; New-furniſh'd my deſires, and wing'd my hope. 
Vengeance and loveonce more had mann'd my heart. 
But, ah, how vain that hope! how loſt that vengeancs! 
The Haves of avarice ace honour's maſters ! | 


— — - * — 


Vet it of'erjoys me, we have met once more. 


6 & Dif 
Why left we in ö 
— — we the aeighb'ring woods 


Why dar d we pais too bold their guarded gates, 
Alone, and unſuppurtedo—raſh diſcoverers? { depth, 
Za. Seis d but this morning trom our dungeun's 
Th' infernal murcerers have hicher brought us, 
Unknowing to what death, though ſure to die, 
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But where hat place is this? Has none yet heard 
Who governs here ? what fate Alzira found? 
Whether her father is, like us, their flave ? 
Dear, wretched friends, who ſhare a death, my due, 
Can none jnftruft me what I with to know ? 
In. . Fromſep'rate priſgns hither led, like you, 
Through difFrent ttreets we came, the cauſe not 
All uninform'sd of what you ſeek to learn. ſknown:; 
Great, but unhappy prince! delerving long 
A nobler fate! our filent fouls lament 
Our want of power to ſave ſo lov'd aleader. 
Now to die with you is our nobleit claim, 
Since to die for you was a choice denied us. 
Za: Next the wiſh'd glory of ſucceſs in war, 
The greateſt is to die, and die renown'd. 
But to die noteleſs, in the ſhametul dark, 
Todie, and leave in chains our ſuff ring country! 
To fall, undignified, by villains' hands, 
The ſacrifice of Europe's outcaſt b:.oodhounds | 
Horrid with others wounds, and poorly rich, 
With others plunder d treaſure; die by butchers ! 
Blood-ſtain'd infulters of a yielded world! 
Riflers, who gave me up to tire their tortures, 
But for diſcovery of the gold I ſcorn'd, 
As droſs, leſs valued, and leſs wiſh d than they! 
To be in death the cavſe of my friend's dying! 
To die, and leave Alzira to my murderers | 
This is a death of horrur, not of fame! 
This is the body's death— but ſhakes the ſoul! 
Ester Alvarez, with a Guard of Spaniards. 
e. Live, and be frees 
[ Spaniſh Soldiers unfetter the Indians, 
Za. Ye gods of loſt Peru! 
What do | hear !—ſaid he, Be free, and live? 
What vaſt myſterious accident of virtue? 
Some power aĩvine, in ſport, deceives my wonder | 
Thou ſeem'it a Spaniard !—-and—but thou forgiveſt, 
I cou'd have ſworn thee chriſtien - Who? what art 
Art thou ſome god ] or this new City's king? | thou? 
Alv. Chriftian lam; and Spaniard: but no king. 
Yet ſerves my power to ſave the weak, diſtreſs'd. 
Za. What thy diſtinction then? thou gen'rous 
wonder ! 
Atv. The love of pity, when the wretched want it, 
Za. Pity (and chriſt an hat inſpir'd thy great- 
Alo. My memory, my duty, and my God. [neſs ? 
Za. Thy God?—Perhaps, then, thefe inſatiate 


waſters, 
Theſe human ſeemers, with but forms of men; 
Theſe thirſters after only gold and blood; 
From ſome coarſe, lawleis part of Europe came, 
And ſerve ſome bloodier god that wars with thine / 
A. Their faith the ſame with mine, but not} 1 
their nature : 2 
Chriſtians by birth, by error made unchriſtian, 
In power grown giddy, they diſgrace command. 
Thou know ſt their faults too well: now, know my 
duty. 
Twice has 0 ſun's broad traverſe girt the globe, 
Twice wheel'd the ſummerround your world and ours, 
Since a brave Indian, native of your land, 
To whom ſurprize in ambuſh made me captive, 
Gave me the forfeir life his ſword had won. 
The unexpected mercy forc'd my tluſhes: 


Thou ſhalt, this moment, learn whate'er thou ſeek'ſt. 
He ſhall inftruRt thee in a ſmiling charge, 

That has united Spain with ſav'd Peru. 

I have a ſon to bleſs with this new joy: 

He will partake my happineſs, and love thee. 

—| quit thee—bot will indantiy return 

To charm thee with this union's happy Rory, 

That nothing now on earth has power to ſever 
Yet, which once clos'd, ſhall quiet warring worlds, 
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Was but a duty, when I th 
Theuce forth, your countrymen 
And | have now but one complaint again them; 
— That I muſt never know his name who fav'd * 

Zo: He has Alvarez” voice! He has his features ! 
His age the ſame too; and the, ſame his ſtory! | 
Lis he !-—there is no other honeſt chriſtian. 
Look on us all; and recollect his face, 
Who wiſely ſpat d thy life to ſpread thy virtues. 


ht *twas virtue. 


Now, my dim eyes, you teach me my decay, 


h 
That cou'd not let me (ee my wiſh indulg'd, * 


But clouded eden my gratitude My fon! 


My benef-Ctor ! Saviour of my age | 

What can 1 do! Inſtruct me to velerve thee. 
Dwell in my fight; and 1 will be thy father. 

thou wilt have loſt the merit of thy gitt, 

if, from the power it gave, thou claim ſt no payment, 
Za. Truſt me, my tather, had thy Spanith ions 
Shewn but a ghmm'ring of thy awful virtue, 
Grateful Peru, now delolately theirs, 

Had been a propled world of willing flaves, 
But cruelty, and pride, and plunder, claim them, 
Rather than live among that felon race, 

Hide, hide me, ſilent death; and ſcreen my ſoul 
From the reliefleſs rage of unfelt curſes. 

All 1 wou'd aſk, all 1 wilt take from Spain, 

Is but to be inform'd, if Ezmont lives ? [der? 
Or, has his blood new-ftain'd their hands with mur- 
Ez mont ?—perhaps you knew him not — That Ez- 
Who was Alzira's father ?—[ muſt top, Lmont, 
And weep—before I dare go on, to aſk— _ 
Whether—that father —and that daughter — five? 
Aiv. Hide not thy tears: weep boldly--and be 
To give the flowing virtue manly way; { proud 


/ 


"Tis nature's mark to know an honeſt heart dy, 
Shame on thoſe breaſts of ftone, that cannot melt, 
In ſoft adoption of another's ſorrow, 

But be thou comforted; for both thy friends 
Live, and are happy here. 


Za. And ſhall 1 tee em? [friend 
A. Ezmont, within this hour, ſhall teach his 


To live, and hbope—and be as biely'd as he. 


Ze. Alzira's EZ mont. 
A. From his mouth, not mine, 


Exit, Toth Guards. 
Za; At length, th' awak*ning gods remember Za- 


And to atone my wrongs, by working wonders, { mor, 
Have made a Spaniard honeſt to reward me 

Alvarez is himielf the chriſtians” god 

no long provok'sd, and bluſhing at their crimes, 


n his own right aeſcends, to veil their ſhame. 


He ſays, he has a ſon ; that ſon ſhall be 

My brother, if, at leaſt, he does but prove 

Worthy (cou'd man be ſo) of fuch a father! 

Oh, day! Oh, dawn of hope, on my ſad heart? 
Ezmont, now, after three long years of woe, 

Ez mont, Alzira's father, is reſtor' d me! 

Als ira too, the dear, the gen rous maid, 

5 She, whom my ſighing ſoul has been at work for! 
She, who has made me brave, and left me wretched! 
Alzira too is here ! and lives to thank me. 


Enter Ez mont. a 


Por, | perceiv'd, compaſſion of your .. -n, ye profuſe rewarders of my paint 


me my brotheriz. 


Alv. Come nearer, noble youth. By Heaven, tis 
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comes! my Ezmont cames!--Spring of my hopes, 

hoy father of my lab ring mind's inſpirer ! 

ard let me preſs thee to a heart that loves thee, 

Eicap's from death, behold returning Zamor, 

Ne will not, cannot die, while there is hope, 

Chat he may live to ſerve a ſuff ring friend. 

Speak, ſpeak ; and be thy firſt ſoft word Alzira! 

Say, the is here; and bleſs d, as Heaven can make 

her. 

Ez. Unhappy prince —Sbe lives ; nor lives re- 

ores cannot reach deſeription of her grief, [ mote. 

Since firſt the news of thy ſad death was brought her. 

ong dwelt ſhe, ſorrowing, o'er an empty tomb, 

Which, for thy fancied form, ſhe rais'd to weep on. 

But thou ſtill liv'ſt !--amazing chance l- thou liv'&! 

Heay'n grant ſome doubtful means to bleſs thee long, 

And make thy lite as happy—as tis ſtrange ! 

What brought thee hither, Zamor ? 

Za, Cruel queition ! 

oider than all the deaths | have eſcap'd from! 

hy doſt thou alk? Where eiſe cou'd I have hop'd 

o find, and to redeem thyſelf and daughter ? 

Ex. Say that no more—'tis miſery to hear thee. 

Zo. Bethink thee of the black, the direful day, 

hen that vile Spaniard, Carlos, curſe the name 

Invulnerable, or to ſword oc ame, 

*errurn'd thoſe walls, which time, when young, 
ſaw built, 

By earth attracted, children of the ſun, 

eriſh his name ! and, ob! be curs'd my fate, 

ho yet no nearer brought him chan to thought, 

In horror of his murders! 'T was the wretch, 

ho bears that name of Carlos, blaſted all. 

Twas in that name, pillage and laughter ſpread! 

Twas in that name, they dragg'd Alzira from me; 

Buried in duſt the temples of our gods; 

and ſtain'd with the ſurrounding off rer's blood 

heir violated altars! The ſhock d power, 

hat (mil'd expectant on our marriage-vow, 

Roch d back, and preſs'd in vain his brother gods, 

o vindicate their empire. --Spain's dark power 

revail j and I was captive led to Carlos. 

will not terrify thy pitying breaſt, 

will not tell thee, to what tort'ting pain, 

hat viilain Spaniard's ayarice condemn'd me. 

ondemn'd = Ezmont, for — ſake of gold! 

old, the divinity of beggar Spain, 

ind our negleRted refuſe Tig enough, 

To tell thee, that amid their tortures left, 

nd ſeeming dead, they, tir'd, not ſatisfied, 

orbore, becauſe I felt not I reviv d, 

To feel, once more, but never to forget, 

The griadiags of their inſult, Three long years 


ye lent me. friends, and hopes, and arms, for 


vengeance, 

loſe ambuſh d in the neighb'ring woods they lie, 
worn the revengers of their bleeding country. 
Ez. Alas! my heart compaſſionates thy wrongs: 
but do not ſeek a ruin that wou'd ſhun thee. 

hat cah thy flint-arm'd Indians courage do? 
What their weak arrows, ſpoils of fiſhes bones? 
ow can thy naked, untrain'd warriors, conquer ? 
nequally oppos d to iron-men : 

o woundleſs boſoms coated o'er with ſafety ! 

nd arm'd with miſive thunders in their hand, 
hat ſtream deaths on vs ſwifter than the wines! 
ſince the world, they ſay, has yielded to em, 
ield Zamor and Peru, and let em reign, 

Za, Let the world yield--Zamor will always find 
ome gen'rous corper in it, fit for freedom. 

ad |, been born to ſerve, obedience claims. 


| 
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Theſe lightnings and theſe thunders; theſe ſaſe 


| Caſes for fear, which guard their iron war; [ſhells, 


Theſe fiery ſeeds, that tear the trampled earth, 
And hurl their headlong riders on the foe ; 

Theſe outward forms of death, that fright the world, 
can look ſtedfaſt on; and dare deſpiſe. 

The novelty once loſt, the force will fail. 

Curſe on our feeble gold! it calls in foes, 

Yet helps not to repel the wrongs it draws! 

Oh, bed but ſteel been ours !—but partial Heaven 
Has, with that manly wealth, enrich'd our foe ! 
Yet, not to leave our vengeance quite diſarm'd, 
Depriving us of ſteel, it gave us virtue. [chang'd. 

Ez. Virtue was bleſs'd of old—but—times are 

Za. No matter—let us keep our hearts the ſame. 
Alzira cannot change — Alzira's juſt. 
Alzira's faithful to her vows and me. 
Save me, ye gods! from a friend's downcaſt 
Whence are thoſe ſighs and tears ? . 

Ex. Too wretched Zamor ! 

Za. | thought myſeit Alzira's father's ſon ; 

Burt find theſe tyrants have unking'd thy ſoul; me. 
And taught thee, on the grave's laſt edge, to wrong 

Ez. They cannot. "Tis an ert I will not learn. 
Nor are our conqu'rors all unjuſt—for, know, 
'Twas Heaven induc'd theſe chriſtians to our clime, 
Leſs to ſubaue, and rule us, than inſtru, 

Know, they brought with them virtues, here un- 
Secrets immortal, that preſerve the ſoul! [founds 
The ſcience of ſalvation by belief! | 
The art of living bleſs'd, and dying ſafe ! 

Za. Or I am deaf; or, wou'd to Heaven, I were! 
But, if 1 heard thee right, thou ſeem'ſt to praiſe 
Theſe pilfering zealots, Who uſurp thy throne, 
And wou'd convert thy daughter to a ſlave | 

Ex. Alzira is no flave. 

Za. Ah !-— Royal Ezmont ! 

Pardon ſome tranſpart, which deſpair inflam'dg 
And, to great woes, indulge a little warmth. 
Remember, the was mine by ſolemn vow 1 

By thy own oath, before our altar ſworn ; 
Honour and perjury can never meet. 

Ex. What are our altars ? what our idol godeP 
Phantoms of human coinage, fear'd no more | 
would not wiſh to bear thee cite their name, 

Za. What! was our fathers altars vain deceit ? 

Ez. It was; and 1 have happily diſcjaim'd it. 
May the great fingle Power, that rules whole hea 
Lend thy dark heart one ray of truth divine 
May'| thou, unbappy Zamor, learn to know, 


eye! 


And, knowing, to confeſs, in Europe's right, 


Her god ſhould be ador'd, her ſons obey d . 

Za. Obey'd! Hell blaſt em — What! theſe ſong 
of rapine ? 

They have not robb'd thee of thy faith alone, 

Bur pilfer'd even thy reaſon!—Yet, 'twas wiſe, 

When thou would'ſ keep no vows, to own no gods. 

Bur, tell me—is Alzira too forſworn ? 

True to her father's weakneſs has ſhe fallen? 

Serves the the gods of chriſtians ? 

Ex. Hapleſs youth! ' 

Though bleſs'd in my own change, I weep for thine. 

Za. He who be:rays his friend, bas cauſe for weep- 

Yet tears, they ſay, ſhew pity—if they do, ſing. 

Pity this torment, which thy ſhame has coſt me. 

Pity my heart, at once alarm d, for heaven, 

For heav'n betr+y'd, like me; and torn at once, 

By love, and zeal, and vengeance Take me, Car- 

Drag me to die at my Alzira's fret; - [los i 

And I will figh way a ſoul, ſhe ſaves not. 

But have a care—be cautious, ere 1 fall, | 


turns of benefit, and due protection | 


Reſume a human heart 


Of urging. me, too — to deſpair. 


and ſeel ſors virtue. 
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; Frter Alonzo, x But we are wretches, indolent!ly brave: Where 
An. My lord, the ceremonies wait your preſenes. We talk of vengeance ; and we ſleep in chains! 
Ez. Frevel! follow thee, Alvarez has forgot me; Ezmont lights me; Cet 
Za. No, by my wrongs! And the I love is theirs whom moſt I hate. In bon 
I will not quit this hold, till 1 have learnt, All the poor comfort of my heart is doubting, Prays ) 
What ceremony, what black purpoſe, waits thee ? [Hark | what ſurpriſing noiſe! [ Shove. ] It rife And at 
Ez. Away—be counſell'd—fly this fatal city. louder; Ml. 1 
Za. Not though the chriſtian power that blaſts{ And ſudden fires, high-flaming, double day! For hit 
my love, - Hark !-ſrom their iron throats, { Guns. ] yon roar. Dear te 
Shou'd rain down lightnings on my deftin'd head. ing miſchiefs And lo 
And my own gods cry'd, Stay, I fill would follow{Pour their triumphant infult. {Trumpers, Sc.] — . 
thee, f What new feaſt, Cepb 
Ex. Forgive the force of an unwiſh'd refuſal.— Or what new crime, demands this ſwell of joy? To wh 
Guards, to your care | muft commit this madman. | Now, in their beedleſs mirth, deſcend fome god; Alvate: 
Reftra.n him — He wou'd violate our altar. And teach us to be free; or, failing, die. CW d 
Theſe Pagans, obſtinate in idol zeal, | 'Tis liberty alone, that makes life dear : Emi, 
Malizn our holy myſt'ries, and profane He does not live at all, who lives to fear. 
The church's folkemn ſervice. Guard the doors. . He met 
tis not in right of my own power 1 ſpeak; 2 Implor' 
But, Carlos, in mv ku fog — — care. * : * ms + He told 
E «it, 40ith Guards, after they have freed him For ſom 
om Tamor. * 2 ACT III. Had ch: 
Za. Did I not hexr him, friends . or am I mad ? Alzira alone. His acc 
Dia | not hear him uſe the name of Carlos ? HADE of my murder'd lover ſhun to view me: A kind 
Oh, treachery ! Oh, bafeneſs! Oh, my wrongs! Riſe to the ſtars, and make their brightneſ As if it 
Oh, laſt, uncredited, reproach of nature! But ſhed no gleam of luſtre on Alzira, [fweeter; Cepb. 
Ezmont commands for Carlos?--"Twas not Exmont:\She has betray's her faith, and married Carlos! 
Ton that biack devil, that ſcares the chriſtian! The ſea, that roll'd it's wat'ry wortd betwixt us, Then ſt 
Lyed in his ape, to ſcandalize Peru! fcowards,| Fail'd to divide our hands—and he has reach'd me! Pours u 
Oh, vi:tue! thou 'art baniſh's from mankind: The altar trembled at th' unhallow'd touch; I pitied 
Cen from Alzira's heart, thou now art fled. And Heaven drew back, reluctant, at our meeting, That he 
— Pheſe vitizin bart'rers rob us not of gold, Oh, thou ſoft-hovering ghoſt, that haunt'& my fancy! Al, V 
They pay it's fatal price, in mora's ruin. Thou dear and bloody form, that ſkims before me! c 
Deteſted Carlos, then is here —0b, friends! Thou never-dying, yet thov buried Zamor ! hat, fr 
What council ? what reſource? to ſtop deſpair, If fighs and tears have power to pierce the grave; ho kn 
in. Capt. Let not my prince condemn the faith. | If death, that knows no pity, will but hear me; ome br 
ful cal, | Lf fill thy gentle ſpirit loves Alira: ho kr 
That wou'd adviſe his forrows. —Old Aivarex Pardon, that even in death, ſhe dar'd forſake thee! ind brit 
Will Kraight return, and bring, perhaps, that ſon, | Pardon her rigid ſenſe of nature's duties: How dat 
With whom to ſhare his joy the good man haſten d. A parent's will !=——z pleading country's ſafety ! Pe proof 
Urge him to fee you ſafe without their gates: At theſe ſtrong calls, ſhe ſacrific'd her love 11+ not 
Tnen ſuddenly rejoin your ambulh'd friends, To joylefs glory, and to taſteleſs peace i ny 
. And narch, more equal, to your purpos d vengeance.| And to an empty world, in which thou art not! No m 
Let us not ſpare a life, but good Alvarez, Ob, Zamor! Zamor! follow me no longer. Ha, 
And this lov'd ſon! I, near the wall, remark'd Drop ſome dark veil, ſnatch ſome kind cloud before his ſud 
Their arts, and modes of ſtructure i mark d their thee, n Hort 
._ anglesy- + Cover that conſcious face, and let death hide thee | , fats 
Deep ditch, broad bulwarks, and their Neeping|Leave me to ſuffer wrongs that Heaven allots me: Theſe hi 
thunders,” + And teach my buſy fancy to forget thee. ach diff 
I faw; and weigh'd it all: and found hope ftrongeſt. ' Enter E Mira. 
Our graaning fathers, brothers, ſons, and friends, | Where are thoſe captives ?—Are they free, Emira? Za. A 
In fetter'd labour toil, to houſe their ſpoilers. Where thoſe ſad children of my mournful country ? rt thou 
Theſe, when we march to their unhop'd relief, Will they not ſuffer me to ſee, to hear them ? 4.— 
Will riſe, within the town, behind their maſters: | To fit and weep, and mingle with their mournings ? orgive x 
While you, meanwhile, without, advance againft| Emi. Ah, rather dread the rage of angry Carlos, have be 
them: Who threatens em with ſome new ſtroke of horror. Za. T 
And, o'er our dying bodies, proudly heap'd, Some cruel purpoſe hangs, this moment, o'er em! nd her 
Bridge a bold entrance o'er their bloody rampart; | For, through this window look, and ſee diſplay d Revive, t 
There, may we turn, againſt their tyrant heads, [The broad red ſtandard, that betokens blood ; amor w 
Thoſe fiery mouths of death, thoſe ſtorms of murder, Loud burſts of death roar from their iron priſons, Al. Th 
Thoſe forms, that frightning honef?, artleſs bravery,| And anſwer, dreadful, to each other's call ! [Gonr. iſ" vak'd 
Build, on our ignorance, a throne for wrongs. The council haſtes, alarm'd, and meets in uproar. 23. ; 
Za. Illuſtrious - wretchedneſs! by Heaven, it Sbouts, n thy 
charms me, All 1 have heard befides is, that the prince, eclaimi, 
To ſee thoſe ſoaring ſouls out-tower their fortune. | Your father, has been ſummon'd to attend. Al. Ca 
Shall we—yes, fill we ſhall !-—recover empire; Al. Immortal Guardian of th* endanger'd juſt! Za. Tl 
Carlos ſhall feel Peru, deſpis'd Peru, [ment.] Have I for this, in vain, detray'd my peace? Al. But 
Kneck d at his trembling heart, and claim atone-j Dares the dire huſband, recent from the altar Za. T 
Come, dire revenge thou melancholy god | New to my forc'd conſent—and ſcarce yet lord o make 
That comfort the diftreſs'd with ſhadowy hoping: Of my repenting hand; ſo ſoon let looſe hou wo 
Strengthen our willing hands : let Carlos die! His recommiffion'd murders! Muſt my nuptials o thank 
Let but — — murderer, Carlos, die, Serve as the prelude to my people's blood ! 
And I am half repaia my-kingdom's lofſes! —{ Ob, marriage | marriage! whor's curſe is thine, 4. Oh; 
' 
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Where hands alone conſent, and hearts abhor! 
Enter Cephania, | 
Cb. Ons of the captive Indians, juſt ſet free, 
In honour of the joy that crowns this day, 
Prays your permiſſion, Madam, to be heard, 
And at your princely feet diſcloſe fo.ne ſecret, 
Ml. Let him, with firmneſs, and with freedom en- 
For him, and for his triends, he knows I live. [ ter. 
Dear to my eyes, 1 mark *em with delight, 
And love, alas! in them, their poor loſt country. 
hut why alone ?—— Why one? 
Cepb. It is that captain, 
To whole victorious hand, I heard, but now, 
Alvarez, your new Jord's illuſtrious father, 
Cw'd his remitted life, from Indians ſav'd. 
Emi, With earneſt preſſure, he bas ſought your 
preſence: 
He met me entering, and with trembling haſte, 
Implor'd me to befriend th' important prayer. 
He told me, farther, thet the prince your father, 
For ſome ſtrange cauſe, this Indian ſeems to know, 
Had charg'd the guards he 'ſcap'd from, to prevent 
His acceſs to your ear Methinks, there fits 
A kind of ſullen greatneſs on his brow, 
As if it veil'd, in grief, ſome awful purpoſe, 
pb. 1 watch'd him—and he walks, and turns, 
and weeps : 
Then ſtarts, and looks at heaven; and to the gods, 
Pours up an ardent figh, that breathes your name ! 
] pitied him———but, gather'd, from this freedom, 
That he's a ſtranger to your rank and greatneſs. 
Al. What rank? What greatneſs ?———-Periſh all 
diſtinction, 


F 


Of ever-yaniſh'd happineſs I- Ob, Zamor! 


Why has the grave been bountiful too late ? 
Why ſeut thee back in vain? to make joy bitter; 
By mix'd ideas of diſtrafting horror 
Ah, Zamor!-— What a time is this—to charm in! 
Thy every word, and look, ſhoots daggers through 
Za. Then mourn'ſt thou my return? [me. 
A.. 1 do II do. 
Becauſe—it was no ſooner. 
Za, Generous tenderneſs! | 
Al. Where haſt thou been, thus long, unknown, 
till now ? 
Za. A wand'ring vagabond, that trod the world, 
In fruitleſs ſearch of means to ſave Alzira. 
Not all the tort'ring racks of villain Carlos, 
Cou'd from my panting heart expel Alzira. 
The bloody ſpoiler tir'd his rage in van: 
{ brav'd his wounds and inſults.— Life had yet 
No leiſure to forſake me. Thou requir'ſt me. 
The groans of ſuff ring nations reach'd my ſoul, 
And bade it ſtruggle to revenge mankind. 
Alas, thou trembleſt! Thy ſoft nature ſhrinks, 
At bare recital of thefe Spaniſh virtues, 
Doubtleſs, the guardian god that ſmiles on love, 
Knew thy kind wiſh--and, for thy ſake, ſuſtain'd me, 
And thou wilt thank, I know, his gentle goodneſs» 
Thy pious heart diſdains to quit thy gods, | 
Becauſe they ſuffer with thee; and have fail'd 
To ſtem th' invading hoſt of Spain's new heav'n! 
Thou haſt too little falſhood for a Spaniard. ' 
Haſt thou e'er heard of a baſe wretch, call'd Carlos? 
A birth that blackens nature! a taught monſter! 
Sent, in our ſhape, from ſome far diſtant world, 


hat, from the wrong'd unhappy, bars the great! | 
ho knows, but this was once ſome gen tous friend, 
ome brave companion of my Zamor's arms! 
ho knows, but he was near him, when he fell; 
And brings ſome meſſage from bis parting ſoul ! 
How dare I then receive him? Can my heart 
Be proof againſt the laſt kind words of Zamor ? 
ili not the half-lull'd pain, rekindling freſh, 
Burn, with increaſe of ſmart, and wing my ſoul ? 
No matter—let him enter..- [Exit Cephania. 
Ha, what,means 
his ſudden chillneſs, ſadd'ning round my heart, 
n mort faint flutt"rings never felt before | 
Ah, fatal reſidence From the firſt hour 
Theſe hated walls became Alzirs's priſon, 
ach diff reat moment brought ſome diff rent pain. 
Emer Zamor. 
Za. Art thou, at length, reſtor d me?--Cruel! tell 
rt thou, indeed, Alzira? [me! 
Al.Gentle ſpirit 
orgive me. Do not come to chide th' unhappy |! 
have been wrong'd; but=- | Faints into bis arms. 
Za. Thine, ſhe wou'd have ſaid; 
nd her imperfe@ purpoſe fully bleſs'd me, 
Revive, thou — 5 lovelieſt, loſt Alira! 
amor will live no longer, ſhould'ſ thou die. 
Al. The kind, forgiving ſhade, is ſtill before me! 
t wak'd me, by a ſound, that ſeem'd bis name. 
Za. I am no ſhadow, if Alzira's mine; 
am thy living lover, at thy feet [ Kneeling 
eclaiming thee, thou nobleſt half himſelf! 
Al. Can it be poflible, thou ſhould'ſt be Zamor ? 
Za. Thy Zamor——thing. 
Al. But art thou ſure, thou liv'Rt ? 
Za. Tis in thy power, a 
0 make that truth undoubted.— Do but ſay 
hou would'ſt not have me die —and 1 will live, 
0 thank thee thus with everlaſting love. 
Riſes, and catches ber in bis arms. 
Al. Oh; days 


To humble ours, with ſenſe of human baſeneſs ! 

They tell me, he is here.——Grant Heav'n thou 

knoweſt him! | | 

Thou then ſhalt guide my vengeance to this firſt, 

And vileſt of it's victims. 

Al. Find him, here [reach him. 

Black in my breaſt, he lives: ſtrike, ſtrike, and 

Za. Hold, heart— and break not yet This 
may ity. 

Al. Stiike—for—l merit neither life - nor thee, 

Za. Ezmont, | feel thee; and believe thee aft | 

Al. Did he then tell thee ?—Had my father power 

To dwell ſo ſadly on my hopeleſs woes, 

As to deſcribe em to thee ?—Did he name 

The dreadful huſband—bis loſt daughter owes him? 

Za. No--but thou may'ſt: for that will harden Za. 

That he ſhall never be aſtoniſh'd more! mor, 

Al. Ves I will tell it thee· · Prepare to tremble t 

Not for thyſelf to tremble but for me. 

I will lay open the vaſt horror to thee: 

Then thou wilt weep and live---and bid me- die. 

Za. Alziral— Oh! 

Al. This Cao — 

Za. Carlos! 

Al. He. 

was this morning ſworn for ever———his ! 

Za. Sworn whoſe ?—— not Carlos ? 

Al. I have been betray'd. 

| was too weak al-ne——againft my countrys 

—— Even on this fatal, this foreboding day, 

Almoſt within thy fight, chriſtian Alzira 

Piighted, in preſence of the chriſtian God, 

Her hapleſs hand to Carlos, ' Tis a crime 

That hopes no pardon !--- All my gods renounc'd! 

My lover wrong'd! my country's fame betray'd! 

All, all, demand revenge. --Do thou then kill mes 

Thou wilt ſtrike tenderiy-—— and my glad blood 

Shall meet thy dear-lov'd hand=——and that way 

join thee. | 


neſs |= Ob, remembered years, | Ba Carlos Alzira's huſbandl - tis impoflible! 
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Al. Were I diſpos'd to mitigate my crime, 

I cou'd alledge a father's awful power; 

J cou'd remind thee of our ruin'd ſtate 2 

And plead my tears, my ſtruggles, and diſtraction, 

Till three long wretched years confirmed thee dead. 

Icon, with juſtice, charge my faith renounc'd 

On hatred of thoſe gods, who ſav'd not Zamor, 

But I diſclaim excuſe——to ſhun remiſvn. 

Love finds me guilty; and that guilt condemns me. 

Since thou art ſafe, no matter what I ſuffer. 

When life has loſt the joys that make it bleſs'd, 

he ſhorteſt liver is the happieſt always. 

Why doſt thou view me with ſo kind an eye? 

Thou ſhould'ſt look ſternly, and retract all pity. 
Za. No---it I ſtill am lov'd, thou art not guilty. 

»»- Wiſhing me bleſs'd, methinks thou mak ſt me ſo. 
Al. When, by my father urg'd, and by Alvarez, 

And inly too impell'd, perhaps, to fate, 

By ſome forſaken god, who meant revenge z 

When by the chriſtian's fears, and my touch'd heart, 

At once beſet, they dragg'd me to the temple, 

Bven in the moment when advancing Carlos 

Sought my eſcaping hand, though I then thought 

Dead, and for ever loſt to my fond hopes; {thee 


| 


| 


Yet then, beneath the altar's ſacred gloom, | 


I bow'd my foul to Zamor : memory 
Kelev'd me with thy image.---Indians, Spaniards, 
All, all have heard, how ardently 1 lov'd ther, 
Twas my heart's pride to boaſt it to the world! 
To earth, to heav'n---to Carlos, I proclaim's it! 
And now, een now, in this diftreſsful moment, 
For the laſt time---I tell thyſelf, I love thee. 
Za. For the laſt time! Avert the menace, 
Heav'n! 
Art thou at once reftor'd-——and loft again! 
"Tis not love's language, this !——Alss, Alzira! 
I. Oh, Heaven !\-—— Alves comes, and with 
him Carlos. 


Enter Don Alvares, followed by Don Carlos. 


Av. See! with Alzira there, my life's reflocer! 
Approach, young hero! tis my ſon who ſeeks thee; 
Spain's delegate, wbd here holds power ſupreme : 
My Carlos, bids thee ſhare his brida! joy. 

Meet, and embrace: divice your father's love: 
My ſop, of nature, one - -and one of choice. 

Za. Nam'd he not Carlos ?---Periſh ſuch a ſon 
As the deteſted Carlos! . 

Al. Heaven avert 
The rifing tempeſt, that o'erwhelms my foul! 

Alv. What means this wonder ? 

Za. "Tis not polſible G_— ö 
No I Vou'd diſbelieve atteſting gods, 

Shou'd they, from beaven, aſſert this ſhock to nature; 
That ſuch a father ---can---bave ſuch a ſon ! 
D. Car. [ Te Zamor.] Slave --- from what ſpring 
does thy blind fury riſe ? 
Know'f thou not who I am? 
4. Thou art---a villain, 
My country's horror---and whole nature's ſhame ! 


Among the ſcourges whom juſt Heaven has left thee, 


Know me, for Zamor, 

D. Gar. Thou Zamor ? 

Alv. Lamor ! * 5k 

Za. Ve the tortur'd Zamor, 
Bluſh to be told it; aut remember, with it, 
The bloody rage of thy remorſeleis eruclty ; 
That baſely dar'd inſult a yielded captive! 
Now he returns——triumphant in diftreſs, 
To look thee into ſhame : to- ſee thoſe eyes 
Falltheirftretch'd fierceneſs, and decline before him. 
Thou wafter of the world! Thou licens'd robber! 


Thou whoſe laft fyoil was my Algira's glory ! 


. | 

Win her againſt this ſword---[ Draws. ]---the fole 
good gain 

Zamor can boaſt he owes thy haughty country ! 

Now the ſame hand, that gave the father life, 

Claims, in return, the ſon's devoted blood: 

And, ſo reveng'd, atones a dying realm. 

Alv. Confounded and amaz'd, I hear him ſpeak; 
And every word grows ftranger!---Cailos cannot 
Be guilty---or, if guiity, cannot anſwer, 

D. Car. To anſwer, is a poorneſs I deſpiſe, 

\ Where rebels dare accuſe, ſhould power reply, 
'Twou'd but forget to punich. With t14is ſword, 
i might; but that I Know the reverence due 
To your protectiag preſence, well have anſwer'd, 
--- Madam, your heart ſhou'd have inſtruRted you, 
| [To Alzin, 
Why you offend me, while 1 ſee you here. 
If not my peace, at leaſt your fame, demands 
That you now drive this outlaw from your thoughts, 
You weep then ! and infult me with your tears ! 
And yet I love, and can be jealous of you! 
Al. Cruel! [Te Carlos. ] and you, my father, and 
protector! [Toe Alvarez, 
And thou! my ſoul's paſt hope, in happier times 
| | To Zamer, 
Mark---and condole my fate.--- Mix your due pity 1 
And tremole, at the horror of my woes. 
Behold this lover, which my father choſe me, 
Before I knew there was a world, but ovrs. 
With his reported death our empire fell : 
And I have liv'd to ſee my father's throne 
O'erturn'd; and all things chang'd in earth and 
By every human help, alas! forſaken, [beav'n! 
At length, my father, from the chriſtian's God 
Sought help, and ſcreen'd a ſtate, behind his nume. 
Compell'd before this unknown power, to kneel, 
| A dreadful oath has bound my backward ſou}, 
To love the murd'rer of my real lover! 
In my new faith, I own myſelf unſkill'd, 
But all that virtue taught me, that I know —— 
Zamor, I love thee juftly——-1 confeſs it. 
What duty calls for, can deſerve no ſhame. 
Yet, where my ſoul is bound, my heart obeys + 
And I can now be thine, alas! no more. | 
Let me be wretched, rather than unjuſt, 
Carlos, for you-——l am your wife, and victim: 
Yet, in abhorrence of your cruel heart, 
I hold hy hand divorc'd——and hence abjure you, 
One way to either, I ſubmit with joy: 
If your ſwords claim me, I am due te both. 
Which will reward me with the death I with?—— 
Carlos, thou haſt a hand alreacy ſtain'd: 
Thy praftis'd poignard need not ſtart at blood, 
Strike then, for due revenge of lighted love; 
And, puniſhing the guilty——once be juſt, 
D. Car. I find then, Madam, you wou'd brave my 
weakneſs! 
Proud of offending one who muſt forgive. 
But you invoke my vengeance, and it comes. 
Your fate is ready———for, your minion dies. 
Who waits ?——2 guard there. 
Enter Soldiers. 
Al. Cruel chriſtian inſult ! 
Alv. My ſon! what mean you ? What raſh tranſ. 
port this? 
Think whom you ſentence,---Is his perſon hate ful 
Yet reverence his virtue and his name. 
He, who is helpleſs, in his hater's hands, 
Claims ſafety from his weakneſs, Why, why, 
Carlos, 
Muſt I, a ſecond time, remind your mercy ? 
I gave you life but Zamor gave it me. 
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Enter Don Alonzo, with Spaniſh Soldiers. 
Alon. Pardon an entrance, Sir, thus unprepar'd. 

The woods, that border on the neighb'ting plain, 

Pour out a ſudden ſwarm of Indian foes. 

Arm'd they advance, as if to ſcale our walls: 

And Zamor's name, reſounded, rings to heaven. 

Gieamings, from golden bucklers, meet the fun ; 

And in firm line, and cloſe compaRed march, 

The ſtretch'd battalions move, in mertlal juſtneſs. 

They hold ſuch diſcipline, tuch o:der'd motion, 

As ne'er was known before to ſavoge foes, 

As if from us they catch'd the lights of war, 

And turn'd the burning leſſons on tl. er teachers, 

D. Car. Away then: let us think 'em worth our 
meeting. 1 

— Herces of Spain! ye fay'rite ſons of war! 

All corners of the world ate yours to ſhine in. 

Help me to teach theſe ſlaves to know their maſters, 

Bring him along by force. 

Za. Tyrant, they dare not. 
Or. are they gods, who cannot be repell'd ? 
And proof agiinſt the wounds, they ſeek to give? 
D. Car. Surround him. 
Al. Spe him, fave him! 
Alu. Son, be cool; 

And ſtill remember what your father owes him. 

D. Car. Sir, | remember, tis a ſoidier's duty 

To bear down oppoſition : fo you taught me. 

[ Alonzo, and Spaniſh Soldiers, ſurrcund and 
\ ſeizs Zamor. 

Your pardon, Sir=——[ go, where honour calls me. 
Exit, with Zamor, and all the Spariſp Soldiers. 
Low, at your feet, 1 fall; your virtue's claim. 

[To Alvarez, 

"Tis the firſt homage fortune yet has taught me. 

Grant me the wiſh'd releaſe of death's kind hand, 

From miſeries I cannot live to ſee, 

But, dying, let me leave this witneſs with you, 

That, true to my firſt vows, I change not lightly, 

Two different claimers cannot both poſſeſs 

One faithful heart, that can but once be given, 

Zamor is mine; and lam only Zamor's. 

Zamor is virtuous, 2s a fancied angel. 

"Twas Zamor gave his life, to good Alvarez ! 

Av. I feel the pity of a father for thee. 

I mourn aflited Zamor: I will guard him: 

] will protect you both, unhappy lovers! 

Yet, ah! be mindful of the marriage tie, 

That, but this morning, bound thy days to Carlos. 

Thou art no longer thine, my mournful daughter. 

Carlos has been toocruel ; but repents it: 

And this once-cruel Carlos is thy huſband. 

He is my ſon too; and he loves us both. 

Pity ſoon ſoftens hearts, where love has enter'd. 

Al. Ah, why did Heav'n not make you Zamor's 
father ! 

Greatneſs with ſweetneſs join'd, like fire with light, 

Each aiding other, mingle warm with bright, 

What the kind wants, th' ail>ciate ſtrong ſopplies, 

And from the gentle, peace and calmneſs ri ie. 


# NN 
„ 
Don Alvarez and Don Carlos. 


Shouts, Trumpets, a long and lefty Flourifp. 


Alu. ESERVE, my ſon, this triumph of 
your arms: 

Your numbers, and your courage, have prevail'd ; 

And of this laſt beſt effort of the foe, 


Half are no more; and half are yours, in chains. 


. 


ba. 


. 


Diſgrace not due ſucceſs, by undue eruelties: 

But call in mercy, to ſupport your fame. 

vill go viſit the afflicted captives, 

And pour compaſſion on their aching wounds, 
Meanwhile, remember, you are man and chriſtian. 
Bravely, at onee, reſolve to pardon Zamor. 

Fain wou'd I ſoften this indocile fierceneſs; 
And teach your courage how to conquer hearts, 

D. Car. Your words pierce mine—freely devote 
But leave at liberty my juſt revenge, [ my lite, 
Pardon him Why ! the ſavage brure is lov'd ! 

Alu. Th' unhappily belov'd moſt merit pity. 

D. Car. Pity !--Cou'd 1 be fure of ſuch reward, 
| wou'd die pleas'd———and ſhe ſho.'d pity me. 

Alv. How much to be lamented is a heart, 

At once by rage of headlong will oppreſs'd, 
And by firong jealouſies and doubtings torn ! 
D. Car. Whea jealouſy becomes a crm 
Guard, Heaven, 
That huſband's honour, whom his wife not loves 1 
Your pity takes in all the world but me. 

AI. Mix not the bitterneſs of diſtant fear 
With your arriv'd misfortunes. Since Alzira 
Has virtue, it will prove a wiſer care 
To ſoſten her, for change, by patient tenderneſs, 
Than, by reproach, confirm a wil.ing hate. 

Her heart is, like her country, rudely ſweet=m— 
Repelling force, but gentle to be kind, 
Softnefſs will ſooneſt bend the ſtubborn will. 

D. Car. Softneſs!— by all the wrongs of wo- 
| man's hate, 

Too much of ſoftneſs but invites diſeain. 

Flatter'd too long, beauty at length grows wanton, 
And, inſolently ſcornful, fiights it's praiſer. 

Oh, rather, Sir, be jcalous for my glory; 

And urge my doubting anger to reſolve, 

Too low already, condeſcenſion bow'd, 

Nor bluſh'd, to match the conqu*ror with the ſlave ! 


But, when this ſlave, unconſcions what ſhe owes, 


Proudly repays humility with ſcorn, 

And braves, and hates the unafpiring love, 
Such love is weakneſs—and ſubmiſſion, there, 
Gives ſaaction to contempt, and rivets pain. 

Av. Thus, youth is ever apt to judge in haſte, 
And loſe the medium in the wild extreme, ; 
Do not repent, but regulate, your paſſion : 

Though love is reaſon, it's exceſs is rage. 
Give me, at leaſt, your promiſe, to reflect, 

In cool, impartial, folitude : and ftill, 

No laſt decifion, till we meet again, | 

D. Car. It is my father aſkt—and, had 1 will, 
Nature denies me power, to anſwer, No. 

I will, in wiſdom's right, ſuſpend my anger, 
—Y et---Spare my loaded heart. --- nor add more 
weight ; | 
Leſt my ſtrength fall beneath th* unequal preſſure. 
Alu. Grant yourſelf time, and all you want comes 


with it, [ Exit. 
D. Car. —_— Ani——muft I coldly then, to 
penſive piety, 


Give up the livelier joys of with'd revenge! 

Muit I repel the guardian cares of jealouſy, - 

And flacken every rein to rival love! 

Muſt I reduce my hopes beneath a ſavage ? 

And poorly envy ſuch a wretch as Zamor| 

A coarſe luxuriance of ſpontaneous virtue ! 

A. ſhoot of rambling, fierce, offenfive freedom x 

Nature's wild growth ſtrong, but unprun'd, in 
daring. 

A rough, raw woodman, of this rugged elime 

— the arts of poliſh'd life; : 

And who, in Europe, where the fair can judge, 


Wer hardly, in our cqurts, be cull'd a man! 


* 


. A Spanith wife, perhaps, wou promile mote: 


— be comes !—Alzira comes [- unwiſh d-—yet 


That you may ſol ow duty, know it firſt. 


" Fan T8 / 
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charming. 
k Enter Alzita. 
A. You turn, and ſhun me — 80, I have been 
' © told, 
Spaniards, by cuſtom, meet ſubmiſſive wives. 
But, hear me, Sir---hear, even a ſupplianc wife; 
Hear this unguilty object of your anger, 
One, Who can rev'rence, though ſhe cannot love you: 
One, who is wrong'd herſelf, not injures you: 
One, who indeed is weak---an4 wants your pity. 
I cannot wear diſguiſe : be it th' effect 
Of greatneſs, or of weakneſs, in my mind, 
My tongue cou'd ne'er be mov'd, but my heart: 
And that---was vow'd another's.——-lf he dies, 
The honeſt plainneſs of my ſoul deftroys him. 
You look ſurpris d---I wil!, fill more, ſurpriſe you. 
J come, to try you deeply---for L mean 
To move the huſband, in the lover's fayour ! 
IU had half flatter'd my unpract s'd hope, 
That you, who govern others, ſhou'd yourſelf 
Be temp'rate in the uſe of your own paſſions. 
Nay, I perſuaded my unchriftian ign'rance, 
That an ambitious warrior's infelt pride 
Shou d plead in pardon of th>t pride in others. 
—» This 1 am ſure of—that, forgiving mercy 
Wou'd ſtamp more influence on our Indian hearts, 
Than all our gold on thoſe of men like you. 
Who knows, did ſuch a change endear your breaſt, 
ow far the pleaſing forte might ſoften mine? 
our right ſecures you my reſpeRt and faith=—— 
Strive for my love - ſtrive for whatever eſe 
May charm—if aught there is can charm like love, 
Forgive me: 1 ſhall be betray'd by fear, 
To promile, till 1 over-charge my power. 
Vet —try what changes graticude cn make. 


Profuſe in charms, and prodigai of ee, 

Wou's ptomiſe all thing — nd forget em all. 
But I have weaker charms, and fümpler arts. 
Guiieleſs of ſoul, and le t as nature form d me, 

J err, in honeſt innocence of aim, 


And, ſe:king to compole, inilame you more. 


All Lean add, is this -—— Unlovely force 
Shall never bow me to zeward conftraint. 
But—to what lengths I may be led, by benefits, 
*Tis in your power to try, not mine to tell. 
D. Car. Tis well.---Siace juſtice has lugh po-. 'r 
to guide you, 


Count modeſty among your country's virtues ; 
Ard copy, not condemn, the wives of Spain. 


"TisSyour firſt leffon, Madam, to forget. 


-— Become more delicate, if not more kind, 
 Andnever let me hear the name | hate, 
You ſhou d leaty next, to bluſh away your haſte, 


And wait in ſilence, till my wil! refolves 

What puniſhment, or pity, ſuits his crimes. | 
Knew, laſt, that (thus provok'd) a buſbani's cle- 
Out-ſtretches nature, if it pardons you, 


[ nency 


Learn thence, u grateful | that 1 want not picy, 


And be the laſt to date believe me cruel. 


jealouſy. 


[ Exit Don Carlos, 
Exi. Madam, be comforted---I mark d kim well; 

I ſec, he loxes; and lose will make him ſotter. 

| Hl. Love has no power to 20, when curb'd by 


Z amor muſt die for I have aſk d his li ſe. 
Why did not I foreſee the likely danger ? 
But bas thy care been happier ?----Canſt thou fave 


kim ? 


| 


Far, far, divided from ma, may he live '——— 
Hat thou made trial of his keepey's faith 2 


* 


ER: 


Emi, Gold, that with Spaniards, can outweigh 
their God, 
Has bought his hand—and, ſo his faith's your own, 
Al. Then Heav'n be bleſs' d, this metal, form'd 
for crimes, 
Sometimes atones the wrongs tis dug to cauſe !. 
But, we loſe time Wuy aott thou ſeem to paul ? 
Emi. | catnot think they purpoſe Zamor's death. 
Alvarez has not loſt his pow'r fo far, 
{Nor can the council 
Al. They are Spaniards all. 
Mark the proud, partial guilt of theſe vain men : 
OJnis, but a country held to yield them flaves : 
Who reign our kings, by right of diſf tent clime, 
C£xmor, meanwhiie, by birth, true ſovereign here, 
Weighs but a rebel in their righteous ſcale. 
Ih, civiliz'd afſent of ſ-cial murder. 


But why, Emrra, ſhov'd this ſoldier ſtay ? 


Emi. We may expect him inſtantly. The night, 
Methiaks, grown darker, veiis your bold deſign, 
Wearied by ſlaughter, and uiwaih'd from blood, 
The world s proud ſpoilers all lie huſh'd in ſleep. 

Al. Away, and find this Spaniard, Guilt's bought 
Opening the priſon, innocence gves free. hand 

Emi. Se by Cephania led, he comes with Zamot. 
Be cautious, Magam, at fo datk an hour, 

Leſt, met, ſnſpect-d honour ſhould be loſt; 

And modeſty, miſtaken, tuffer ſhame. 

Al. What does thy ill-taught fear miſtake for 

ſhame ? 

Virtue, at midnight, walks as ſafe within, 

As in the conſcio5 glare df flaming dy. 

She who in form: ſings virtue, has no virtye. 

All the ſhame lies in hiding honeſt love, 

Honour, the alien phantom, here.unk:own, 

Lends but a length'ning ſhade to ſetting virtue. 

Hononr's not love of innocence, but pra fe ; 

Tne tear of cenſure, not the ſcorn of un. 

Bur ] was taught, in a fincerer clime, 

That virtue, tho' it Gjucs not, (hill is virtue; 

And inbred honour grows not, but at home. 

This, my hearc knows; and, knowing, bids me 
dare, 

Should Heav'n forſak+ the juſt, be bold and tave 

him. 

Enter Zamor, with Cephania, and a Spaniſh Sc dit, 

Ah, fly thy hopes are loft ; thy torturer + ready, 

Eſcape this moment, or thou Nay'R to die. 

Haſte——loſe no time——be gone: this guardian 
Spaniard 

Will teach thee to deceive the murderer's hope. 

Reply not; judge thy fate from my delpair; 

Save, by thy flight, the man | love from death; 


| The man whom | have ſworn t' obey, from blood; 


And aloft world, that knows thy worth, from tears, 


| thy country cails thee; night conceals thy ſteps. 


Puy thy fate, and leave me to my own, 

Za. Thou robber's property! Thou chridian's 
wiſe 8 

Thou, who dar'ſt love me, yet dar'ſt bid me live! 

If | muſt live, come thou, to make life tempting. 

Bui *twas a cruel with How could I ſhield thee, 

Stript of my power and friends, and nothing left me, 

But wrongs and mifery ?—1 have no dower 

To tempt reſuctant love. All thou canſt ſhare 

Wich me, will be—-my deſart—and my heart. 

When 1 had more, I laid it at thy feet. ; 

Al. Ah, what are crowns that muſt no more be 
thine ? Y 

[ lov'd not peer, but thee : thyſelf once loft, 

What has an empty world to tempt my tay ? 

Far in the depth of thy ſad deſarts, trac'd," : 


My heat will lack thee, Fancy, chere, miſleadg 
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My weary, wand' ting ſteps ; there horror finds, | 


And preys upon my folitude; there leaves me, 
To langaiſh life out in unheard complaints 

To waſte and wither in the teurleſs winds; 

And die with ſhame at breach of plighted faith, 
For being only thine—and yet another's. 

Go, catry with thee both my peace and life, 


EF 113 
Oh, Heav'n! amidft the wildneſs of that found, 
I heard the name of Zamor !---Zamor's loſt---- 
Hark -a third time !--and now the mingled cries 
Come quick'ning on my ear! 

Enter Emira, frigbted, 

---Emira, ſave me 
What has he done ?---In pity of my fears, 


And leave----ah, would thou could! ----thy ſor- Speak, and bellow ſome comtort, 


rows here. 
1 have my lover and my fame to guard, 
And I will fave them bvuth---Be gone---for ever. 
Za. 1 hate this fame, talle avarice ef fancy; 
The fickly thade of an uniolid greatnefſ: ; 
he lying lure of pride, that Europe cheats by: 
Periſh the grounvleſs ſeemings of their virtue! 
But ſhall forc'd oaths at hates cyriftians* altars, 
Shall gods, who rub the gods of our forefathers, 
Shall theſe obtrude a loca, and blaſt a lover? 
Al. Since it was ſworn, or to your gods or theirs, 
What help is left me ? 
Za. None,---- Adieu---for ever, | 
Al. Stay--- What a farewel this!---Return, 
] charge thee. 
Za. Carlos, perhaps, will hear thee, 
Al. Ah, pity, rather | 
Than thus upbraid my wretchedneſs! 
Za. Think, then, 
On our paſt vows, 
Al. 1 think of nothing now, 
But of thy danger. 4 
Za. Oh, thou haſt undune 
The tend'reſt, fondeſt lover! 
Al. Still I love; 
Crime as it is, I love thee, Leave me, Zamor, 
Leave me alone to die--- Ha! cruel! tell me, 
What horrible deſpair, revolving wildly, [tal ? 
Burſts from thy eyes, with purpoſe more than mor- 
Za. It ſhall be ſo. Ging. 
Al. What would'ſt thou? Whither go'ſt thou? 


| 


hen, clam'rous calls from ev'ry way at once, 


Emi. Comfort is loſt; ' 
And ail the rage of death bis ſure poſſeſs'd him. 


' Firſt, he chang'd habits with the trembliag ſoldier ; 


Then ſnatch'd his weapon from him. The 
robb'd wretch 

Flew, frighted, toward the gate-----while furious 
Zamor, 

Wild, as the fighting rage of wint'ry winds, 

Ruſh d to the public hall, where fits the council. 

Following, I ſaw him paſs the ſleeping guards; 

But loſt him when he enter'd. In a moment, 

| heard the ſound of yoices cry, He's dead. 


To arms, to arms !---Ah, Madam, tay not here! 
Fly to the inmoſt rooms, and ſhun the danger. 
Al. No, dear Emira; rather let us try, , - 
Whether our weakneſs may not find ſome means, 
Late and unlikely as it is, to ſave him. 
I, too, dare die. 
Emi. They come---Prote& us, Heaven 
Enter Don Alonzo. 
Alon. Madam, you ſtir no farther---I have orders 
To ſeize your perſon, Tis a charge uawiſh'd. 
Al. Whence doſt thou come ? What fury ſent thee 
What is become of Zamor? [ hithgs? 
Aion. At a time | 
So fall of danger, my reſpect gives way 
To duty---You mutt pleaſe to follow me. | 
Al. Oh, fortune, fortune!---This is too ſevere l 
Zamor is dead, and I am only captive |! 


Why doſt thou weep? What have a Spaniard's tears 


[Heling bim. To do with woes, which gone but Spaniards cauſe ?* 


Za. To make a proper uſe of unhop'd freedom. 

Al. By Heav'n, if tis to death, I'll follow thee. 

Za. Horrors, unmix'd with love, dewand me 
now. 

eave me- Time flics---Night blackens----Duty 


cs. 
Soldier, attend my ſteps, [ Exit haſtily. 
Al. Alas, Emira! 
I faint---1 die- Io what ungovern'd ſtart 
f ſome raſh thought he left me ?---Haſte, Emira, 
Vatch his fear'd meaning; trace his fatal fobtieps 
Lad, if thou ſeeſt him ſafe, return, and bleſs me. 
[ Exit Emirs. 


\ black, preſaging ſorrow ſwells my heart! 
Vhat could a day Vke this produce, but woe ? 


öh, thou dark, awful, vaſt, myſterious Power, 


hom chriſtians worſhip, yet not comprehend |! 
„ignorant of thy new laws, I ray, 
died from thy diſtant heav'n, wbere er it ſhines, 
ne ray of guardian light, to clear my way: 
nd teach me, firſt to find, then act, thy will. 
put, if my only crime is love of Zamor, 
i that offenos thy fight, and claims thy anger, 
our thy due vengeance on my hopeleſs head 
or [am then a wretch, too loſt tor mevey. 
et, be the wanderer s guide, amidſt his deſarts ! 
,7eatly diſpenſe thy good with equal hand; 
or, partial to the partial, give Spain all. 
hou canſt not be confin'd to care of parts; 
leedleſs of one world, and the other's father; 
anquiſh'd and victors are alike to theez | 
nd all our vain diſtinctions mix before thee. 


| 


| 


Come; it to death thou lead'ſt me, 'twill be kind. 
I'here anly, weakneſs wrong'd, can refuge find, 
a 5 [ Exeunt, 


&+ 


E 


Alzira, guarded. 

Al. MI to die ? Anſwer, ye dumb deſtroyers! 

Ye wretches, who provoke, yet mock && 

Heaven; 
And when you mean to murder, ſay you judge ! 
Wey dues your brutal fGilence leave my ſoul 
Flu t'ring, twixt hope and fear, in torturing doubt! 
Why am I not inform'd of Zamor's fate? 
They will not ſpeak---No matter---She who hopes 
To hear no good, why ſhould ſhe hear at all? 
The conduct of theſe watchful mutes is ſtrange. 
They ſeize me, guard me, and confine me here; 
Yet anſwer nothing, but with looks of hate. 
Chancing, but now, to ſigh my Zamor's name, 
Elen theſe lou monſters, ſtruck with Spaniſh envy, 
Started, turn'd pale, and trembled at the ſounds 
Enter Ezmont. 
Alas ---my father, too 
Ez. To what dark depth 

Of ſad deſpair, haſt thou reduc'd us all? 
See now, the fruits of thy unliſt ning love! 
Even in the inſtant, while, with growing hope, 
We pleaded earneſt for the life of Zamor; | 
While we yet hung on the half-granted prager g. 


b, what forchoding dich !--- Again | ang Jaudes !, 


Ag tat ing ſoldier drew our gotice tow'rd him. 


2 1% 


1 
Tus Zamor-- dreadful, in a borrow'd dreſs! 
At once he hurl'd his furious eyes amongſt us, 


And his more frrious perſon. Scarce I ſaw, 

So rapid was his motion, that his hand 

Held a drawn ſword. To enter, reach our ſeats, 
And, lion-like, ſpring to the breaft of Carlos; | 
Th' aſſault, the wound, the death, was all one mo- 

J ment, e 

Out guſh d your huſband's blood, to ſtain your father, 
As if twould lend me bluthes for a daughter, 
Zamor, meanwhile, the dreadful action dane, 
Soft' ning to ſudden calmneſs, at the feec 

Of ſad Alvarez fell, and to his hand 

Rehgn'd the ſword, which his fon's blood made 
The father ſtarted into back'ning terror! [ horrid. 
The murd'rer da'd his boſom to the greund; 

I but reveng'd (he ery'd) my wrongs and ſhame; 

I but my duty knew---know you your own, 

Nature your motive, and oppreflion mine. ; | 
He ſaid no more; but, proftrate, hop'd his doom. 
Th' afflicted father ſunk upon my boſom ; 

The filent night grew frightful with our cries. 
From ev ry fide at once in broke the ſwarms; 

A flow of fruitleſs help ſurrounded Carlos, 

To ſtop th* out-welling blood, and hold back life, 
But what moſt ſhakes me, tho' tis told thee laſt, 
Is, that they think thee guilty of his death; 

And, inſolently loud, demand thy own. 

Al. Ah!— cn you — 

Eu. No. Impoflible, I cannot. 

I know thy heart too well to wrong thee ſo. 

I know thee tov, too capable of weakneſs ; 

But not of purpos'd blood. I ſaw this danger; 
But thy own eyes, even on the brink of fate, 

Were blinded by thy love, and thou art fail a, 
Thy huſband murder d by thy lover's hand; 

The council that accuſes, will condemn thee, 

And ignominious death becomes thy doom. 

I came to warn ther, and prepare thy ſpirit, 

Now, baſt'ning back, try every hope tor pardon 
Or, failing to redeem thee, ſhare thy death. 

Al. My pardon !--Pardon at theſe wretches hands! 
The prince my father ſtoop his prayers to them 
Death, if it hides me from that thought, is rapture. 
Ah, Sir, live on! hope ſtili ſome happier day, 

To pay back all thete pangs, and blets Peru; 
Wait that due day, and love the lott 4lzira, 
"Tis all the prayer ſhe makes, and all ſhe withes. 
1 pity dying Carlos; for I find 
His fate too cruel; and 1 mourn it deeper, 
Thro' fear he has ceferv'd its As for Zamor, 
Whoſe raſhneis has reveng'sd a country's wrongs, 
Urg'd by too keen remembrance of his own, 
I neither cenſure nor excuſe his deed. 
1 would have Raid him, but he ruſh'd to die; 
And 'tis not in my choice to live without him. 
Ez. Shed thy wiſh'd mercy here, all-powerfu! 
Heaven! [ Exir, 

Al. My weeping father call'd on Heav'n to fave 
J will not taſk the grace of Heav'n fo far. {me. 
Let me no longer be, and I'm not wretched, 

The Almighty chriſtian Power, that knows me in- 

ExaQts {they ſay) long life, in fix'd diſtreſs; [nocent, 

And ſuffers not the brave to ſhorten woe. 

If ſo, the gods, once mine, were leſs ſevere, 

Why ſhould the wretch, who hopes not, ſtruggle on, 

Thro' viewleſs lengths of circling miſeries, 

And dread the hand of death, that points to refuge? 

Sure chriſtians, in this tale, belye their God. 

His conqu'ring favourites, whom he arms with 
thunder, 

Can they have right, from him, to waſte the world, 

To drive whole millions jato death's cold arms? 


= We 

And ſhall not I, for ſafety, cl+im that power 
Which he permits to them for martial rage ? 

Ah, Zamor comes ! They lead him out to vie, 
Enter Zamor in Chains, guarded by Spaniards, 
Za. Kind in their purpos'd intult, they hete 

brought me 

Where my «expiring ſoul ſhall mix with thine. 

Yes, my Altira, we are dom'd together. 

Their black tribunal has condemn'4 us both, 

But Carlos is not dead that wounds me deepeſt, 

Carlos ſurvives, to boaſt ſhort triumph o'er us; 

And dies ſo ſlowly, that our fate comes firſt. 

Yet, he muſt die; my hand not err'd ſo far, 

But he muff die: and when he does, my ſoul 

Shall ſnatch th' expected moment, hovering 

watchful, 

And hunt him, in revenge, from ftar to far, 

Pious Alvarez, mn-urnful comes behind, 

Charg'd with our bloody ſentence, fign'd in council, 

That murder may be ſanctified by form. 

My only grief is, that thou dieſt for me. 

Al. That, that ſhould leave thy grief without: 
caule, 

Since I am thus belov'd, to die with Zamor, 

Is happineſs unhop d. Bleſs, bleſs my fate, 

For this ſole blow, that could have broke my chats. 

Think that this period of ſuppos'd diſtreſs, 

This moment, that unites us, tho? in death, 

Is the firſt time my love was free from woe, 

The ſmiling fate reſtores me to myſelt; 

And I can give a beart, now ail my own. 

If there's a cauſe for tears, Alvarez claims em. 

I, while he ſpeaks our doom, ſhall feel but his. 
Za. See, where the mourner comes, and weer 

his errand! 
Enter Alvarez. 
Al. Which of us three does fortune moſt . 

What an aſſemblage ours, of mingled woes! [treſz“ 
Za. Since Heaven will have it ſo, that, from 

thy congue, 

| ſhou'd receive death's ſummons, let it come: 

"Twill have one power to pleaſe--for I ſhall tear ther, 

Do not then pity, but condemn me boldly ; 

And, if thy heart, tho“ Spaniſh, bends beneath it, 
Think thou but doom'ſt an unſubmirting ſavage, 
Who kill'd thy ſon, becauſe unlike his father. 
But what has poor Alzira done againſt thee? _ 
Why muſt ſhe die in whom a people lives; 

In whom alone glows that collected ſoul, 

Phat, in paſt ages, brigbten'd all Peru? 

Is innocence a crime where Spaniards judge ? 
Known, and aſſum'd by us, for all thy virtues, 

The jealovs envy of thy land reclaims thee, 

And crops thy Indian growth, to creep like Spain, 
Al. Wond"':ous old virtue! obſtinately kind! 

Thou, fingly juſt, amidf a race of thieves ! 
Tvere to be baſe as they are, could I ſtoop 
To deprecate a vengeance duly thine, 

For thy ſon's blood be mine the willing ſacrifice. 
All 1 require is but eſcape from Nlander 
From poor ſuſpicion of a gut I ſcorn. 

Carlos, tho' hated, was 2 huſband; 

Whence, even my hatred ow'd his life defence. 
He was Alyarez* ſon too; and, as ſuch, 


As for thy nation, let them praiſe or blame me; 
Thy witneſs only can be worth my claim. 

Az for my ceath, tis joy to die with Zamor: 
And all the pain I fuffer—is for thee, 


Ae. Words will have way ; or grief, ſupprea“ 


in vain, | 
Would burſt it's paſſage with th' out-ruſhing foul, 


Whoſe forrgws ever match'd this mingled ſcene 


Call'd for that rev'rence which himſelf deſerv'd not. 
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Of tenderneſs with horror? My ſon's murderer 
Is Zamor : he who guarded me from murder, 
Is aiſo Zamor- Hold that image faſt, 
AﬀMifted nature, Lie, unwiſh'd by me 
Is due to Zamor, Youug, belov'd, untiy'd 
In hope's falſe failings, life might make him happy. 
My taſtz of time is gone; and Ffe, to me, 
1s but an evening's walk in rain and darkneſs, 
Father J am (at leaſt ] was a father z) 
But every father firſt was form'd a man: 
And, ſpite of nature's call, that cries for vengeance, 
The voice of gratitude mutt ſtill be heard, 
Oh, thou, ſo late my daughter! thou, whom yet, 
Spite of theſe tears, | cali by that lov'd name! 
Miſtake not my purſuit. 1 cannot taſte 
Thoſe horrible reliefs that riſe from blood. 
It hocks me thro' a ſoul that feels for three. 
Hard ſtroke or juſtice ! thus to loſe at once, 
My daughter, my deliverer, and my ſon. 
The council, wich miſguided view ta ſooth me, 
Inn choſe my tongue to tell their dreadful will. 
True, I receiv'd the charge; for I had weigh'd it. 
"were not impoſſible, perhaps, to fave you: 
Zamor might make it eaſy. 
Za. Can I doit? 
Can Zamor ſave Alzira? Quickly tel! me 
How, by what length of turmeats, and tis done? 
Au. Caſt off thy idol gods, and be a chriſtian: 
That fingle change reverſes all our fates. 
Kind to the courted fouls of Pagan converts, 
We have a Jaw rcemirts their body's doom. 
This latent law, by Heaven's peculiar mercy, 
Points out a road, and gives a right to pardon. 
Religion can diſarm a chriſtian's anger. 
Thy blood becomes a brother's, ſo converted, 
And with a living ſon repays a dead, 
Prevented vengeance, ſeiz'd in her deſcent, 
So reſts ſuſpended, and forgets to fall. 
From thy new faith, Alzira draws new life; 
And both are happy here, and ſav'd hereafter, 
Why art thou fileat 7 Is the taſk ſo hard, 
To add eternal life, to life below ? 
$peak——from thy choice, determine my relief, 
Fain wou'd lowe thee yet a ſecond being. 
1e to reſtore the life thou robdb'ſt me of, 
A childleſs father wiſhes thee to live, 
Alzira is a chriſtian ; be thou ſo. 
"Tis all the recompence my wrongs will urge. 
Za, [To Aizira,] Shall we, thou faireſt, no- 
bleſt boaſt of beauty! 
Shall we ſo fat indulge our fear to die? 
Shall the ſoul's baſeneſs bid the body live ? 
Shall Zamor's gods bow to the gods of Carlos? 
Why wou'd Alvarez bend me down to ſhame ? 
Why wou'd he thus become the ſpirit's tyrant ? 
Into how ſtrange a ſnare am I impell'd! 
Either Alzira dies, or lives to ſcora me! 
Tell me— When fortune gave thee to my power, 
Had 1, at ſuch a purchaſe, held thy life, 
ell me, with honeſt truth-——wou'sd thou have 
bought it? 
Av. I ſhou'd have pray'd the Power, I nowim- 
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0 widen, for his truth, a heart like thine; 
Dark as it is, yet worthy to be chriſtian. 

Za, [To Alzira.] Death has no pain, but what 
: feel for thee, 
ife has no power to charm, but what thou giv'ſt it. 
hou, then, art my ſoul, vouchſafe to guide it, 
but, think!---remember, ere thou bid'ſt me chuſe 
Tis on a matter of more weight than life; 

Tis on a ſubje& that concerns my gods: 
id ul thoſe gags in one -n dear Algica)l 


| Cov'd mrown blood but expiate what I hed, 
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I truſt it to thy honour—Speak—and fix me. 
If thou conceiv'ſ it ſhame}, thou wilt diſdain it, 
Al. Then, hear me, Zamor.— My unhappy 
father 
Diſpos'd my willing heart, twixt Heaven and thee: 
The god, be choſe, was mine thou may'f, per- 
| Accuſe it, as the weakneſs of my youth: [haps 
But, twas not ſo, My ſoul, enlarg'd, aad clear 
Took in the ſolemn light cf chrittian truth; 
I !aw at leaſt, I thought I ſaw, conviction, 
And, when my lips atjur'd my country's gods, 
My tecret heart confirm'd the change within. 
But had 1 wanted that uitective ze ol, 
Had I renounc'd my gods, yet fill believ'd em; 
That had not been an error, but a crime: 
That had been mocking Heaven's whole hoſt, at 
once; a 
The — quitted, and the power I choſe. 
A change like that, had crr'd, beyond the tongue: 
And taught the filent, ſervile ſoul, to lye. 
| cou'd have wiſh'd, that Heaven had lent thee light, 
But ſince it did not let thy virtue guide thee. 
Za. I knew thy gen'rous choice, before I heard it. 
Who, that can die with thee, wou'sd ſhun ſuch death, 
And live to his own infamy —Not Zamor. 
Alv. Inhuman lighters of yourſelves and me! 
Whom honuur rendeis blind, and virtue cruel! 
* dead march, 
Hark !-—the time prefſes.—— Theſe are ſounds of 


forrow. 
Enter Don Alonzo, 5 by a mixed Crowd of 
Spaniards and Americans, mournful, 
Aen. We bring, obedient to his lak command, 

Our dying captain, your unhappy ſon, 

Who lives no longer, than to reach your boſom, 

A furious crowd of his lamenting friends 

Preſs, to attend him, and revenge his blood. 

Enter Don Carlos, brougbt in by Spaniſh Soldiers, 
ſurrounded by a Number of Fellewers, ſome of 
whom advance to ſeize Alzira. 

Za. | Inerpeiing. | Wretches! keep diſtance, 
t Alzia live; 

Mine was the fingle guilt——be mine the vengeance, 
Al. Be feafted, ye officious hounds of blood: 

Guiltleſs or guilty, 'tis my choice to die. 

Alv. My ſon! my dying ſon! This fileat 
paleneſs, 

This look, ſpeaks for thee, and forbids all hope. 
Za. [To Don Car.] Even to the laſt then, thou 

maintain'ſt thy hate ? 

Comer: ſee me ſuffer; mark my eye; and ſcorn me, 

Tf my expiring foul confeſſes fear. | 

Lock --and be taught, at leaſt, to die--by Zamor. 

D. Car. [To Zamor.] I have no time to copy 

out thy virtues : 

But, there are ſome of mine, I come to teach thee, 

| ſhou'd, in life, have given thy pride example; 

Take it, too late, in death ; and mark it well. 

Sir, my departing ſpirit ſaid it's journey, ' 

[To Alvarez, , 

Firſt, till my eyes might leave their beams in yours; 

And their dim lights expire, amidſt your bleiling, 

Next, what you taught me, tis my taſk to ſhow, 

And die the ſon of your paternal virtue. 

—Eager in life's warm race, | never ſtopp'd 

To look behind me, and review my way. 

But, at the goal, before I judg'd it near, 

[| ſtart and recollect torgotten ſlidings. 

On the grave's ſerious verge, I turn——and ſes 

Humanity oppreſs'd, to cheriſh pride 3 

Heaven Ay the earth———— and Heav'n is- 

juſt 
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All my rath fword has drawn from ſufF ring inno- 


cence, 
Iod lie down in duſt——and reſt in peace. 
Cheated by proſp'rous fortune, death deals plainly; 
Dout-I have learnt to live, when life forſakes me. 
Suſe und forgiven, be the hand I fall by. 
Power is yet mine; and it abſolves my murder. 
Live, my proud enemy; and live in freedom. 
Live—and obſerve, tho' chrimans oft act ill, | 
They moſt forgive ill «ions in another. 
———Ezmont, my friend and you, ye friendleſs 
Indians ! 

Subjects, not ſlaves! be rul'd hencefo?th by law. 
Be grateful to my pity, though twas late; 
And teach your country's kings to fear no longer. 
woRival, learn hence the diff rence 'twixt our gods: 
Thine bave inſpit'd thee to purſue revenge; 
But mine, when that revenge had reach'd my life, 
Command me to efteem, and give thee pardon. 

Av. Virtues like theſe, my fon, ſecure thy peace: 
But double the diftreſs of us who loſe thee. 

Al. Of all the painful wonders thou haſt caus'd me, 
This change, this language, will afli&t me moiſt ! 
Z. Die ſoon, or live for ever.—1f thou thus 

Go'ſt on, to charm my anger into envy, 
1 ſhall repent, I was not born a chriſtian, 
And hate the juftice that compell'd my blow] 
D. Car. I will go farther yet----1 will not leav: 
thee, 
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Till I have ſoften'd envy into friendſhip, 
Mournful Alzira bas been too unhappy: 
Lov'd to diſtreſe, and married to misfortune! 
I wou'd*do ſomething to atone her wrongs; 
And with a ſofter ſenſe, imprint her pity, 
Take her—znd owe her to the hand ſhe hates, 
Live -und remember me without a curſe. 


Be friends to Spain—nor enemies to me. 
———Y/ ouchiafe my claim, Sir, to this fon, this 
daughter: [Te Alvarez, 
And be both father and protector too. 
May Heaven and you be kind! and they be chrif. 
tians ! 
Za. I ftand immoveable —confus d—aſtoniſh'd! 
If thefe are chriſtian virtues, I am chrittian. 
The faith that can inſpire this gen'rous change, 
Muſt be divine———2nd glows with all ic's God! 
—Frieneſhip, and conſtancy, and right, and pity, 
All theſe were leſſons I had learnt before, 
But this unnatural grandeur of the ſoul 
Is more than mortal; and out reaches virtue. 
It draws—it charms—it binds me to be chriſtian, 
It bids me bluſh at my remember'd raſhnel; : 
Curſe my revenge—and — thee all my love. 
f brows bimſel / at bis fee, 
Al. A widow'd wife, bluthing to be thus late, 
In her acknowledgment of tender pity; 
Low, at your injur'd feet, with proſtrate heart, 
| Kneels with Zamor, 
Weeps your untimelydeath ; and thanks your good- 
nels. 
Torn by contending paſſions, I want power 
To ſpeak a thouſand truths, 1 ſee you merit: 
But henour and confeſs your greatneſs wrong'd. 
D. Car. Weep not, Alzira—-l forgive again. 
For the laſt time, my father, lend your bofom; 
Live to'be bleſs'd !=——and make Alzira ſo! 
Remember, Zamor——that a chriſtiag————Oh! 
* : Die. 
Ale: I fee the hand of Heaven in our 1 
+H tune. To Ezmont, 
But juftice ſtrikes ; and ſufFrers muſt ſubmit. 
Woes are good counſellors ; and kindly ſhow, 
What proſp rous error never lets us know, 


Relumc loſtempire o er your conquer d ſtates ; 
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